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Flesh of the Cattle 

When I woke up this morning, I was informed by a young boy in uniform that my husband had 
been drawn, quartered, and decapitated by the town hunters. I was given a pamphlet of condolence, 100 
silver dollars for my trouble, and the invitation to see my husband’s head where it was strung up in the 
town square if I saw fit. The clergy would come by later this morning to cleanse my house of the beast 
and its corruption from my walls, and the butcher would come in the afternoon to take the remains of the 
slaughtered cow in the middle of our—now my—fields. Terry Gomez, the victim of the attack, was being 
seen by the town doctor and to be put on a week of bed rest to recover from his newfound nerves and 
ravings. 

“They did a real sight to him ma’am,” the young boy stated with a glimmer in his eye, as if the 
event stood alongside the latest outlaw coming to town to linger in the saloon, and not the death of a man, 
“caught the beast in the middle of the fields with one of yer ranch hands”. 

Not a man—I sighed as I opened the pamphlet to see the black and white photo of a half skinned, 
half furred face, blood still dripping from the maw—a werewolf. 

“A shame, he was a good husband. I’Il have to donate his things to the church.” 

“Oh no, ma’am, can’t have that,” the boy chortled, as if I was still naive and young, “their 
sickness and sin sits in their stench. Best to burn it all with the body of the beast. Can’t leave even a bone 
behind.” 

I nodded, unsure whether I wanted to simply go back to sleep and call it a wash for the day, or 
rip out the neck of the uniformed boy standing on my porch and leave him to dye the porch red beneath 
him. The color would match the preacher’s shawl, who was bound to be showing up within the hour with 
his cursed sons and their herbs and holy water. Before I could make a decision that I would possibly 
regret, the bell of my kitchen timer pulled me out of my thoughts, reminding me of the morning apple pie 
I had in the oven and that I, in fact, still had things and people to live for. 

“Yes, you’re right, Rather a shame, that,” I retorted quickly, cutting off the rest of whatever the 
boy had to say as I shut and bolted the door. 
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My husband and I would never talk about the nights he came in late from the fields, once or twice 
a month, clothes in tatters and blood coating his hands and mouth. He would strip at the door, leave his 


clothing in the wash basin for me to sew up the next morning, and would go into the washroom to scrub 


the blood off of his skin. I would offer him dinner, a meal I had cooked after having already eaten my own, 
and he would decline. 

“And how many cows this time?” I would ask, once he was freshened up and coming to join me, 
dragging the wash basin behind him to get a start on salvaging the tatters from his clothes. Always he 
would answer with I or 2 heads, barely a noticeable loss in our massive acreage. 

“And will Terry be fit to deliver to the Pueblos in the morning? Or will he find himself ill?” 

“T believe he’ll be finding himself under the weather, I'll see to the delivery myself tomorrow, ” my 
husband would answer, humor and satisfaction tinting his words as red as the water in the wash basin, 
hanging the cleaned cloth over the wire at the fireplace to dry and retiring to his bedroom for the night. 

In the morning I knew he would wake up with the sun to butcher and skin the cattle in the field, 
load the meat, bones and the hide to the wagon and set off for the tribes to sell and barter for thread and 
leather. He would come home with clothes to replace what he had ripped and tattered, as well as a piece 
of jewelry to thank me for my vigil, and always, always, a gift for Terry. My husband and his hunger 
would be sated, those nights, the blood from the fields long soaked into the grass. 

After he would go to bed, I would ignore the ravening in my belly and loins and devour the dinner 


I had made for him whole, counting the days until I could control myself no longer. 
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The wormwood burnt in my house from the clergy burned my throat and eyes for the first week, 
and yet a widow in mourning was best not to be seen until at least a month after the death of a 
husband-turned-beast. Gifts were left from others in town—food, cloth, medicines and thread—the 
whispers of gossip tickling my ears as clergy burnt incense in my home to banish sin from the very grain 
of the wood before leaving me to my allotted solitude. Thus, I was stuck in the house, my windows and 
doors opened wide for the stench to escape when she came to my doorstep. 

A knock on the wood drew my attention from the kitchen, revealing a tall, tanned woman 
standing on my porch, blonde hair tied back in a braid and a brown cattleman of leather hide perched on 
her head. Even from the distance I could tell she was a head and shoulders taller than me, the muscle of 
years of farmwork boasted through her buttoned-up shirt. Her features were sharp, lips already pulled into 
a sly grin as dark brown eyes drank me in—a gaze I returned, trailing slowly down from smile to neck to 
waist to boots, and back again. 


“Mornin’ ma’am, you the woman with the husband trussed up in that town square?” 


Her voice was smooth and dark like coffee, her eyes inspecting the inside of my home even as her 
nose wrinkled at the pervading smell. 

“And what would give that away? I know you ain’t from around here,” I retorted, feeling my 
stomach start to tighten as she crossed the threshold and maintained a polite distance away, watching 
every move like she might spring towards me in a bid to eat me whole. 

“Could smell the wormwood from the bar, and figured you needed a new ranch hand since you 
seem to be down a pair of hands. I need the lodgin’ and the work, won’t ask for nothin more than a bed to 
sleep and food to eat.” 

Her eyes ripped through me, and my stomach rolled itself into knots. 

“Not runnin’ from nothin, are you, stranger? I’m not going to be taking kindly to any trouble on 
these fields for the next few seasons,” my hands twitched as her weight shifted, eyes drawn to the small 
flash of the tanned skin of her hip before snapping back up to meet an amused gaze. 

“Nothin’ that’ ll be able to catch up to me here, I can assure you that, ma’am.” 

It was an answer I’d have to take—common sense bid me to send the woman off, tell her to walk 
the 2 miles back to town and find herself a new ranch that didn’t already have the stink of wormwood 
soaking into its bones. But hunger bid me differently. 

“And your name, ranch hand? Unless you’ve left that behind with trouble, too.” 

She smiled, a toothy, sharp grin that could make a nun ache and politely took off her hat to give 
me a proper nod: “Lobelia, ma’am. But you can call me Lobo, everybody does.” 

The joke wasn’t lost on me, but neither was her sharp, daring stare. Despite the ache in my torso, 
I hummed and pointed back out the front door towards the quarterhouse—’Quarterhouse is about half a 
mile on the other side, next to the horse barn. You passed it walking up here, so you should know where 
it’s at. We’re working with around fifteen-thousand heads of cattle out there, so get comfortable. We start 
work at sunrise.” 

The other woman nodded, hat settling back on her head as she turned to leave. My eyes couldn’t 
help but slip down as she walked, swallowing heavily and thinking of the meat sitting on my kitchen 
counter. My mouth opened before I could think—a newfound habit I was already dreading: “And Lobo?” 

She turned, amusement still sharp in brown eyes, and I gritted my teeth into a smile of my own, 
“Keep any trouble off the east acres, the pastor’s boys like to walk it at night these days. They like to 
check up on the cattle, you know how us rural ranches tend to...lose a few heads, at nights.” 

I was met with a wink and a “T’Il keep that in mind, ma’am’, and then I watched her walk off. 

When she left, I closed my front door to prevent any more unknown visitors, and turned quickly 
to ravage the meat on my kitchen counter—barely pausing to shred the parchment and the butcher’s twine 


before tearing into it raw. 


The hunger sated, leaving me alone in the kitchen with the phantom tingles of knowing, brown 


eyes on the back of my neck. 
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I did not know hunger until my early teens, when my family sent me to an all-girl’s school in the 
North. They wanted me to learn math and business, so that one day I might make a valuable wife to one of 
the sons of the many powerful ranching families in Arizona. 

Northview Conservatory stunk of wormwood, a measure they said meant to keep out the beasts, 
burnt every morning mass. Yet the girl who sat next to me in class taught me what a beast was, everytime 
she came to class with her skirt rolled up at the hem in order to match the fashion of the times. Blonde 
hair in a high ponytail, a kiss of pink to plump lips that begged to be bitten, piercing blue eyes that made 
my chest flutter and stomach ache every time they focused on me. 

I would have killed to keep those eyes focused on me. 

Hunger, those days, had felt exciting and new. I felt it for every pretty girl I saw, eyes following 
every bend and curve, mind picturing the blood flow and warmth beneath. The daydream of sinking my 
teeth in and eating my fill until blood dripped down my chin filled my waking moments, the subject 
changing every few weeks or so. But that blonde girl with the blue eyes stayed consistent, taunting me 
every day. I ignored the preaching of the pastor against hunger, against sin, allowing the hunger to grow 


and fester. 


One day we took a trip to the city—the girls all done up in our sunday bests, the nuns 
lightheartedly chastising us for vanity but reassuring in the same breath that they, too, were once teenage 
girls. I remember that trip the blonde girl let her hair down from her ponytail, and I thought to myself that 
I would have her, that night, teeth kissing flesh starting from where the bottom of the skirt touched her 
legs. 

I learned that day my hunger was different when I watched the corpse of a man be engulfed in 
flames, the fur on his body patchy and coarse from malnourishment and tar. The execution was an event, 
a showing of triumph against sin. The man—the beast—had hungered and devoured to his end. 

“But what had he done?” I remember asking, dread filling my chest as every eye turned to pierce 
my own. Those blue eyes burned the brightest, with curiosity and an emotion unknown that burned in the 


pit of my stomach. The Sister guiding us that day hushed me, a pitying glimmer in her eye. 


“It is a beast, dear. A monster that devours the innocent for its own desires, to sate its own 
hungers.” 

“But what was his name? He is a man, is he not? A man like you or I?” 

The Sister shook her head, her expression warning me to hush before I said something that 
needed to be acted upon, “Beasts have no name, child. A beast is a beast, and what makes a beast is their 
hunger for flesh. It would be wise to leave it there.” 

The realization shocked me silent for the rest of the outing that day, and yet blue eyes followed me 
as I moved. The rumbling in my stomach felt sinister, would the taste of the very flesh and blood I craved 


sate me? Or would I grow only more monstrous? And yet the blue watched, like a deer taunting a wolf. 


Later, when we were grown and our graduation dresses had skirts that couldn t be rolled at the 
hem, I was able to gain my answer with those same blue eyes and long, blonde hair. A sanguine taste that 


left me hungrier all the way home, where my arranged husband was waiting. 
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Lobelia took to the fields as naturally as one with her build and clear experience could be 
expected to. She sat naturally on a horse, eyes sharp and expression full of ravenous joy as she worked 
with the other hands in herding cattle to their fields. I watched from the porch, eyes following every 
movement as she bent and twisted and hunted. Her brown eyes met my own, sharp and wild with 
adrenaline, ripping straight through me to the growing pit in my stomach. 

She cocked a brow at me, a teasing smirk breaking across her lips, and the ache only grew. I had 
not spoken to her since her hiring, she had yet to be assigned to collect the allotted food from the main 
house’s kitchen, and yet every day our eyes locked at least once. The grin she would send me, knowing 
and equally hungry, would send shots of heat through me and leave goosebumps behind. This burning in 
my stomach was a hunger I was used to, a heat and pain that was constant yet bearable, and yet being on 
the receiving end of such hunger was. ..thrilling. 

The opportunity came for conversation, one afternoon, when I stepped out to the cow herds to 
inspect the state of the newer heads of cattle and the healing brands in their rumps. The cows always 
flinched away from my presence, instinct I figured, for these were too young for it to be from memory. 
My focus on them left me distracted, leaving me to jump in surprise as a low whistle sounded from 


behind me. 


“Shouldn’t the owner of a ranch have better things to do than follow a ranch hand?” Lobo 
chuckled, sauntering around from the other side of the cow where she had been previously out of sight. It 
was a shock to see her here, the work with this herd already finished for the day, and yet here she was. 
Like she had known I would come here, and had hunted me down. 

Her hand dwarfed mine where it came to rest on the side of the cow, calloused on the pads of her 
palms from hard work, tanned from many hours in the sun. I ignored the rising heat in my cheeks and 
instead huffed, lifting my hand away. 

“Hardly following, these are my fields and my cows. I may go where I wish,” I snapped back, 
harsher than I intended and yet the flush in my face betrayed me anyway. Lobo chuckled down at me, 
eyes slipping over to focus on the cow beneath her hands, fingers scritching behind its ears and letting out 
a small giggle at the happy wiggle the cow gave beneath her hands. I watched her, my chest tight and my 
throat dry, wanting desperately to make conversation but not knowing how to start. 

“So, how have you been adjusting to the work? The other hands giving you any hassle?” I 
hummed, slipping around to check on another cow if only to avoid those brown eyes that lingered over 
me. The animal let out a huff beneath my hands and flinched away, but stayed put overall as Lobo stepped 
to its otherside, boxing it between us. 

“Been fine, work is good, food even better. Must say, I’m a real big fan of your cookin, ma’am. 
Gets me hungry just thinking about it,” Lobo smirked, hand patting down on the rump of the cow between 
us. 

“Well, you’re fed with the cattle on this ranch. I’m glad to hear it’s to your liking, and that you’ve 
found your accommodations suitable,” the cow surged forward, a push to get out from between us, and I 
swore as I backed away to avoid being trampled. Lobo let out a low whistle as she surged to get in front 
of it, the animal cringing backwards in equal fear--trapped between two predators. With nowhere to go, 
and a comforting scritch on the top of its head, the animal soothed, and I stepped away to give it space. 

Lobo let out an amused huff, adjusting the hat on her head, “Not real good with them things, are 
you, ma’am?” 

I sighed and shook my head, “Never have been. They’ve never been able to sit still for me.” 

“A shame,” Lobo grinned, shooting a pointed look “she acts like you’re going to eat her alive.” 

It was a question, I knew. A question that leaves husbands hanging from town squares, and cattle 
dead in the fields. But my stomach growled, and I gave an answer all the same. 

“At this rate I very well might, but I’m sure you know the joys of eating cattle.” 

The blonde woman gave a hearty laugh, a genuine smile breaking across her face that sent a 


renewed emotion tingling down my spine, “That I might, ma’am. Tell me, you get hungry often?” 


She was stepping closer to me, and it was like she was growing before my eyes, taller and more 
beastlike as the sun was starting to approach the horizon. I hummed, stepping back to put space between 
us again, “Rather direct question, is that not?” 

“Can’t blame a girl for getting curious, can you ma’am?” Lobo kept the distance between us, but 
every muscle seemed prime to spring. She would eat me alive if I let her, that hunger shared between us 
red and ripe. 

Hunger leaves husbands hanging from town squares. But this was my ranch, now, and I was not 
my husband. 

“Well, I’d love to have you for dinner, Lobo,” my eyes glanced to the sun, calculating out the 
hours before the moon would rise, “perhaps you would join me tonight, after the hand’s finish the last 
chores.” 

Her eyes followed mine to the sun, doing the same math and the smile full of fangs growing only 
hungrier: “Will we be eating at the house?” 

The thought drew a small chuckle out of me, reminded of the many early fights I had with my 
husband, and my resolution to never clean blood out of floorboards again, “No, the west fields. Much 
easier to tidy up, afterwards.” 

Lobo’s laughter filled the fields, even as we parted ways. My stomach pitched and rolled with 


each high and low of her voice, hunger warm and waiting. 
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My husband and I never talked about the nights that I didn't come home from the fields. The moon 
would be in the sky, shining down like the eye of God to watch as I would finally indulge. Finally sate 
myself, and become the monster I am. 

My body would change with the moon, my jaw filling with fangs and my nails turning to claws. I 
would set upon the cattle in the back fields, furthest from civilization, and I would feast. Their cries would 
sing in my ears, different each night that I would lose myself, sweet like song every time. They would bend 
and I would rip into the flesh, pliant and powerless beneath my hands as I ate my fill. 

After the frenzy I would sit in the fields and stare up at the sky, my mouth and hands stained and 
grass around me watered with the result of hunger repressed too long. The bodies would sit around me, 
heads counting to the 10s, 20s or some nights, 30s, the remains of a feast still gasping and recovering 


beneath the full moon. 


The prize of the night would always be beneath me when I came out of frenzy, her flesh still bare 
and beautiful in the light. Chest heaving and eyes pleading beneath me, and my fingers would drag up 
along her belly, along heaving ribs, towards the throat to grip and feel the breathing beneath my grip. The 
cattle would change every time, eaten whole and left to soak into the grass until another came to take its 
place, but always those eyes would stay with me. 

Never before had I met eyes as hungry, as monstrous, as mine. Hunger was mine alone--mine to 
revel in, to power my body to eat and dine on the flesh of cattle until finally someone would come to feast 
on me, to devour me whole. 

But until then, I would continue to eat my fill, waiting for the day a monster as hungry as I comes 


to rip me apart. 


